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The Quatrain
A Poet, Pistachios, and 95 Dollars of Cigar Gift Cards
by Jenna Meadows
I went blues dancing on Christmas night
and a drunk woman with a pearl necklace 
taught me how to win love
she approached me, leaning against the 
paper towels with a winning smile
“let me tell you something, my father doesn’t 
love me” but she had a plan
she’d employ a poet she’d make him cry 
and he’d love her, she was certain
if he didn’t love her after the poems composed, 
she’d have a second plan in motion
she’d give him a six dollar bag of pistachios, 
that would win him over 
if his heart was still not hers to squeeze, maybe 
she’d win over his lungs with nicotine
she’d paid her sister, brother, and mother to 
get her cigar gift cards for her father
thinking only one would come through,  
but they all came through
because her father received ninety-five dollars 
worth of gift cards to his favorite cigar shop
oh, she’d win over her father’s love, that 
woman with the pearl necklace
all you need is a poet, a six dollar bag of 
pistachios, and 95 dollars worth of cigars
“I’m his favorite kid now,” she said, grinning like 
a great white shark, her eyes glittering
“if you’re here next November, I’ll pay you to 
write the poems next time, doll”
all you need to win a father’s love is a poet, a 
bag of pistachios, and 95 dollars of cigars
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